ANGEL    PAVEMENT
stage and Turgis, who was left in a queer state of mind
and body.
"You can come and have some supper again, if you
like," said Lena, when it was all over, 'The maid wanted
to go out again, so I said she could, and if you'd like to
come and help me again, you can."
"I should think I would like to," he cried enthusiastic-
ally. "And I'm sorry if I was silly—y'know, in there."
"Jealous boy," she said, smiling. "That's what you are,
aren't you? Oh, it's cold out here, isn't it? Let's get a
taxi. Oh, never mind about your precious one and six-
Ill pay. I want to get home quick, out of the cold. Come
on. Stop that one, there."
Turgis had only been in a taxi once before in all his
life. As he sat close to Lena in the dark leathery interior
and saw the familiar crowded streets go reeling past the
window, this effortless journeying seemed magical They
were in Maida Vale in no time. It made life seem at
once wonderfully rich and simple. When they entered
the house, they heard a tremendous babble of talk
coming from the lower flat. It sounded as if that fan-
tastic old foreign woman had summoned all her rela-
tions and friends and all their friends and relations to
discuss her "treble." In the room above, there appeared
to be even more cushions, gramophone records, boxes
and bottles than there were the day before. Once more,
Lena mixed some cocktails, and Turgis encountered the
queer flavour, sweet at first, then slightly bitter, and
ending with a sudden glow. Once more, he had a second
and bigger one, and found everything enlarged, includ-
ing himself. Once more, they sat down to supper at the
little table in front of the fire, though this time there was
more luxurious food and it all seemed to come out of

